THE     EXPLOSION                        ig.
On the mornings of the i8th and igth there began ti
flame in many cities the fire of patriotism, which a few
hours later was to rise into a gigantic conflagration which
was to attract the attention of the whole world.
Desires long dormant burst forth with cries that were
heartbeats, and the chains and shackles that held down the
national spirit were broken. It was no longer a crime to love
Spain, and these first cheers of liberation were broken with
sobs and tears. It was as though patriotic Spaniards had been
overcome by a great fever, an organic reaction to recover, to
regain their health, and to live. Those who poured out into
the streets were trembling and inspired. Their eyes burned
with a heroic light. Their hands trembled anxiously to grasp
a rifle. Spain was shaken by an electric shock that prepared
it for what was to come.
Already the bold followers of "Renovacion Espanola,"
the first of Somosierra, were defending the road as one
defending a treasure. It was a guerilla war between the
boldest of the bold and the Red avalanche that hammered
at them from Madrid. What madness!
In Burgos the silence of the starry night was broken by
the troops, a confused mass of officers, soldiers, and civilians>
who passed fervently and vociferously cheering Spain.
At that moment a tremendous struggle was going on
between the Nationalists and those who opposed them in
most of the barracks. The pulse-beat of Spain was to be
found in the soldiers' rooms. Pathetic hours, loaded with
responsibility and history in the making, which might give
birth to a new nation.
Out of that uncertainty some of the garrisons were to
come out triumphant. Others were destined for an unfor-
tunate surrender, as was the case of the barracks of Mon-
tana, or a sad one, as in the case of the barracks at Loyola
of San Sebastian; or to succumb gloriously, as did the gar-